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ſhade, 


Their aims as various, as the roads they take 


In journeying through life ;—the taſk be mine . 


To paint the gloomy horrors of the Tomb ; : 
Th' appointed place of rendezvous, where all 


Theſe travellers meet Thy ſuccours l implore,, 


Eternal King ! whoſe potent arm ſuſtains 


The keys of hell and death.——The Gave, dre 7 2 


thing 


Men ſlti ver when thou'rt nam'd : Neture ee wh 5 
Shakes off her wonted firmneſs.—— Ah! how dafl. 


Thy long-extended realms, and rueful waſtes ! 
Where nought but Silence reigns, and * 
Night, 
Dark as was Chaos, ere the infant Sun | 
we roll d together, or had try d his beams 
4 3 


HLS 7 dne affect the ſun, and ſome the 


Some flee the city, ſome the hermitage z | 
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Athwart the gloom profound. ——The ſickly taper, 
By glimmering thro' thy low-brow'd miſty vaults, 
(Furr'd round with mouldy damps, and ropy my 


Lets fall a ſupernumerary horror, | 
And only ſerves to make thy night more irkſome. 


Well do I know thee by thy truſty Yew, 
Chearleſs, unſocial plant ; that loves to dwell 
»Midſt Gulls and coffins, epitaphs and worms: 


Where light-heel'd ghoſts, and viſionary ſhades, 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 
Embody'd, thick, perform their myſtic rounds. 


No other merriment, dull tree, is thine. 


o 
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SEE yonder hallow'd Fane che pious work 


ot names once fam'd, now dubious or forgot, 


Aua tatter'd coats of arms, ſend back the found 
Ss Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 


* And bury'd 'midſt the wreck of things which 


were ; 


there ly interr'd the more fluftrious dead. 
The wind is up: hark! how it howls ! Methinks 
2 2 Tim now I never heard a ſound ſo dreary : 


Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul 
ird, 


. Rook dd in the ſpire, ſtreams loud: the gloomy ines 
* © Mack plaiſter'd, and hang round with ſhreds of 


ſoutcheons 
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In grim array the griſly ſpectres riſe, 
Grin horrible, and, obſtinately ſullen, 
Paſs and repaſs, huſh'd as the foot of Night, 
Again the Screech-ow!l ſhrieks : ungracious ſound ! 
I'll hear no more, it makes one's blood run chill. 


Qv1rE round the pile, a row of reverend ems, 
(Comval near with that), all ragged ſhew, 
Long laſh'd by the rude winds. Some rift half 
Their branchleſs trunks ; others ſo thin a top, * "+ 0 
That ſcarce two crows can lodge in the ſame tree. 
—_— things, the neighbours ſay, — 

here: 
. 5 
Dead men have come again and walk'd bot: {| 
And the great bell has toll'd, unrung, . =. | 
(Such tales their chear at Wake or Gofloping,. -* - \Þ 
When is draws necy $6. wht OE "4 


Orr, in the lone ditureh-yard „ ö 
F IT „ 

trees, 4 | 
The ſchoek-boy with his achet in Mis Bend, er S } 
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And lightly tripping o'er the long flat ſlones, 


(With nettles ſkirted, and with moſs o'ergrown), 
That tell in homely phraſe who ly below. 

Sudden he ſtarts, and hears, or thinks he hears 
The ſound of ſomething purring at his heels; 


Full faſt he flies, and dares not look behind him, 


Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows ; 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid Apparition, tall and ghaſtly, 


That walks at.dead of night, or takes his tad | 
Y O'er ſome new open'd grave; and ang to tell!) 
W EN png oe each. 


TX 8 Widew, too, 1 ve "CO ay 
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Sad ſight ! fey moriigg For the proflvaty dead: 
Liſtleſo, ſhe crawls along in doleful black, 
Whilſt burſts of forrow guſh from either eye, 
Faſt falling down her now untaſted cheek. 
Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man 
She: drops; whilſt bufy meddling Memory, 
In barbarous ſucceſſion muſters up 
The paſt endearments of their ſofter hours, 
Tenacious of its theme. Still, ſtill ſhe thinks 
She ſees him, and indulging the fond thought, 
Clings yet more cloſely to the ſenſeleſs turf, - - 
Nor heeds the paſſenger wha looks that Way,. 
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roten Grave ho doſt thou rendinſunder 
Whom Love has knit, and Sympathy TINS 
A tie more ſtubborn far than Nature's ale. 
Friendſhip ! myſterious cement of the ſoul 3,» 
Sweetner of life, and ſolder of ſociety, NE | 
I owe thee much. Thou haſt deſerv'd hen me, 
Far, far beyond what I can ever pax. 
Oft have I prov'd the labours of thy love, | 
And the warm efforts of the gentle heart, 2 
Anxious to pleaſe.—Oh ! when my friend and 1 h 
In ſome thick wood have wander'd heedleſs on, 
Hid from the vulgar eye, and fat us downi - 
Upon the ſloping cowllip-cover'd bank 
Where the pure limpid ſtream has ſlid along 
In grateful errors through the under-wood, 
Sweet murmuring ; methought the ſhrill-tongy'd 
Mended his ſong of love; the ſooty Black-bird  '' 
. Mellow'd his pipe, and ſoften'd every note: 
The Eglantine ſmell'd ſweeter, and the Roſe, ' 
Aſſum'd a dye more deep ; whilſt ev'ry flower | 1 
Vy'd with its fellow · plant in laxury +! 
Of dreſi. Oh ! then, the longeſt ſummer's day 
Seem'd too too much in haſte : {tilt the full heart 


1 1 
Dor Crave—thou ſpolbſt ann pooh. 
ful blood, 
ea the chock enen 
And ev'ry fmirking feature from the face; 
Branding our /aughtey with the name of ade. 
Where are the Jeſſers now ? the men of health, 
Complexionally pleaſant ? Where the Dyo//, 
Whoſe ev'ry look and geſture was a joke 
To clapping theatres and ſhouting crouds, 
ge Er nn muling Melancholy 
To gather up her face into a ſinile 
ne fore ſhe was aware? Ah! ſullen now, 
| And dumb 66 the greem turf that covers them. 
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The Runa Cefari, and the Grecian Chiefs, 18 
The boaſt of ſtory ? Where the hot · brain d youth, III. 
Whe the Tiara at his pleafure tore B 
From Kings of all the then diſcover'd globe; _ 
Aud , forſooth, becauſe his arm was hamperd, 14 
And had not room enough to do its work ? 
Alas | how ſlim, difhonovrably flim, 


| r — 1-9 | 
Proud Roxalty / how alter'd in thy looks? 5. 
rr T1 
Sia of the morning | whither art thou gone 4 


Where baſkhou. bid thy many-ſpangied head, II“ 
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r 
And the majeſtic menace of thine eyes 
Felt from afar ? Pliant and powerleſs now, 
Like new-born infant wound up in his ſwathes, 
Or victim tumbled flat apom its back, 
That throbs beneath the ſacrificer's knife, 
Mute, muſt thou bear the ſtrife of little tongues, 
And coward inſults of the baſe-bort croud ; 
That grudge a privilege thou never hadit, 
But, only hop'd for in the peaceful Crave, : 
Of being unmoleſted and alone, 
Arabia's gums and odoriferous drugs, 
and honours by the Hera/ds duly paid 
In mode and form, ev'n to a very ſcruple ; 1 
Oh cruel Irony / theſe come tov late; iel 
And only mock, whom they were meant to honour, + 
| Surely there's not a dungeon-ſlave that's waged 9 
1, In the high-way, unſhrouded and uncaffin'd, ., | 
But lyes as ſoft, and fleeps as ſound as he, Ge $4 
Sorry pre-eminence of high deſcent, | N 
1, IIbove the vulgar born, to rot in llate, | Fu) au Wn 
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Burke! the well · plum dHearſecomes nddding 
Stately and flow ; and properly attended 
By the whole ſable tribe, that painful watch , 1 
The fick man's door, and nee upon the Nad, 
By lettiug out their perſbns by the hour, * 4 
To mimic forrow, when the heart's not Tad, 
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How rich the trappings ! now they're all unfurl'd 
And glittering in the ſun ; triumphant entries 
Of Conquerors, and Coronation-pomps, 
In glory ſcarce exceed. Great gluts of people 
Retard th' unwieldy ſhow; whilſt from the caſe- 
| ments 
And houſes tops, ranks behind ranks cloſe wedg'd 
Hang bellying o'er. But tell us, why this waſte! 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcaſe 
That's fall'n into diſgrace, and in the noſtril 
Smells horrible ?!——Ye Undertakers, tell us, 
Midſt all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 
Why is the principal conceal'd, for which 
You make this mighty ſtir Tis wiſely done: 
What would offend the eye in a good picture, 
The painter caſts diſcreetly into ſhades. 


. 


PrxovD Lineage, now how little thou appear 'ſt 
Below the envy of the private man. 
Honour, that meddleſome officious ill, 
Purſues thee ev'n to death ; nor there ſtops ſhort. 


Strange perſecution ! when the Grave itſelf 
Ts no protection from rude ſufferance. 


ABSURD to think to over-reach the Crave, 
And from the wreck of names to reſcue ours. 


The beſt concerted ſchemes men lay for fame 
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url'd ie faſt away: only themſelves die faſter, 

Uo he far-fam'd Scaiſptor, and the laurell'd Bard, 

hoſe bold inſurancers of deathleſs fame, 

Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 

caſt ¶rne tapering Pyramid, th' Ægyptians pride, 

nd wonder of the world, whoſe ſpiky top 

as wounded the thick cloud, and long outliv'd 

Che angry ſhaking of the winter's ſtorm; _ 

1 et ſpent at laſt by th' injuries of heaven, 5 
hatter'd with age, and furrow'd oer with years, 
The myſtic cone with hieroglyphics cruſted, 
\t once gives way, Oh! lamentable fight: 

lone: he labour of whole ages, lumbers down, 

\ hideous and miſhapen length of ruins, 

pulchral columns wreſtle but in vain 

ith all-ſubduing Time: her cank'ring hand 

ith calm delib'rate malice waſteth them : 

orn on the edge of days the braſs conſumes, 

he buſto moulders, and the deep-cut marble, 

nſteady to the ſteel, gives up its charge. 

. [Wnibition, half convicted of her folly, 

| langs down the head, and reddens at the tale, 


le 


redg'd 
vaſte 


HERE all the mighty Trou lers of the earth, _ 
4 o ſwam to ſov reign rule thro' ſeas of blood: 
5 h' oppreſſive, ſturdy, man-deſtroying Villains, 
ho ravag'd kingdoms and laid empires waſte, 

B 2 | 
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And in a eruel wantonneſꝭ of power 
Thinn'd ſtates of half their peopſg, and gave vp 
To want the reit ; now, like a ſtorm that's ſpent, 
Ly huſh'd, and meanly ſneak behind the covert. 
Vain thought! to hide them from the gen'ral ſcorn 
That haunts and doggs them like an iujur'd ghott WV 
Implacable.—Herę. too the petty Tyrant, | 
Whole ſcant domains Geographer ueber 5008 N 
And, well for neighbouring grounds, of arm as Gets | 
Wha fix'd his iron talons on the r an! 
And grip'd them like forme hordly boaſt of prey 3 
Deaf to the faxceful cries of gnawing Hunger, , 
Aud piteous plaintive voice of Miſery z,_ | 
(As if a Slave was wot a ſhred of nature, 
Of the ſame common. nature with his Lord); 
Now tame and humble, like a child that's whip'd, 
Shakes hands with duſt, and calls the worm his 
kinſman: 
Nor pleads his rank and hir: hriglit. Under ground 
Precedency's a. jelt ; Vaſſal and Lord, , 
Grolsly familiar, fide by ſide conſume. 


Ys Wurn ſelf-eſteem, or others adulation , | 

Would geynningly perſuade us wo were ſomething Þ 
Above the common level of our kind, _ 
TheGreve gainſaystheſinogth-complexion/dflatt' ry; 
And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. ſy 
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BEAUTY -fthou pretty play - thing, dear deceit, 
1p hat ſteals ſo ſoftly o'er the ſtripling's heart, 
wut, and gives it a new pulſe, unknown before, 
t. he Grave diſeredits thee : thy charms expung d, 
orn hy roſes faded, and thy lilies foil'd, 
zxolt nat haſt thou more to boaſt of? Will thy Lovers 
Flock round thee now, to gaze aud do thee homage ? 
„I iethinks I fee thee with thy head now laid, 
hort, Nhilit ſurfeited upon thy damaſk cheek 
he high · fed Worm, in lazy volumes roll'd, 

7 iots unfcar?d;— For this, was a] thy caution ? * 

or this, thy painful labours at thy glad: 

' impraye thoſe charms, and keep them in repair, | 
or which the ſpoller thanks thee not. Foul feeder, 
oarſe fare aud carrion pleaſe thee full as well," 
ind leave as keen a reliſh on the ſenſe. p 
ook how the fair one weeps !—the confetous ** * 2 
tand thick as dew - drops on the belk of flow rs: 

onelt effuſion ! the ſwoln heart in van 
orks hard to put a gloſs on its . 


** 
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STRENGTH too thou ſurly, and leſs gentle boaſt. 
Df thoſe that loud laugh at the village ring; e 

\ fit of common ficknefs pulls thee down 16; 
ith greater eaſe, than e'er thou didſt the firfpling. 
That raſuly dar d thee to th* unequal fight. 
hat groan was that I heard deep groan indeed! 


thing 


att' ry, 
are. 
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The ſtrong - built ſinewy limbs, and well - ſpread 


| Juſt like a creature drowning ; hideous fight ! 


And drinks his marrow up. Heard you that 


CRIIEIASEET ST 
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With anguiſh heavy laden; let me trace it: 
From yonder bed it comes, where the ſtrong man, 
By ſtronger arm belabour'd, gaſps for breath 
Like a bard-hunted beaſt, How his great heart 
Beats thick ! his roomy chelt by far too ſcant 
To give the lungs full play.— What now avail 


ſhoulders ? 
See how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 
Mad with his pain !|—Eager be catches hold 
Of what comes next to hand, and graſps it hard, 


Oh! how his eyes ſtand out, and itare full ghaſtly! 
Whilſt the diſtemper's rank and deadly venom 
Shoots like a burning arrow croſs his bowels, 


' groan? | 
It was his laſt See how the great Coliah, 
Juſt like a child that brawl'd itſelf to reſt, 
Lyes ſtill. ——What mean'ſt thou then, O mighty 

Boaſter, 

To vaunt of nerves of thine ? What means the Bull, 
Unconſcious of his ſtrength, to play the toward, 
And flee before a feeble thing like man ; 
That, knowing well the flackneſs of his arm, 
Truſts only in the well-invented knife? 


15 J 


Wirn ſtudy pale, and midnight vigils ſpent, 

The ſtar- ſurveyiug Sage cloſe to his eye 

Applies the ſiglit - invigorating Tube: 

And travelling thro' the boundleſs length of ſpace, 

Marks well the courſes of the far · ſeen orbs * 

That roll with regular confuſion tliere, _ 

read In ecſtaſy of thought. But ah ! proud Man, 
Great heights are hazardous to the weak head ; 
Soon, very ſoon, thy firmeſt footing fails ; 

, And down thou drop'ſt into that darkſome place, 

al, Where ner device ner kuowledge ever came. 


ay: Hes the Tongue - warrior lyes diſabled now, 
7 Diſarm'd, diſhonour'd, like a wretch that's agg 'd 


And cannot tell his ail to paſſers by. $255, 
Great men of language,—whence this mighty 
that 
change, 


This dumb deſpair, and drooping of the head ? 
Tho' ſtrong Perſuaſion hung upon thy lip, 

And fly Infinuation's ſofter arts 

In ambuſh lay about thy flowing Tongue ; 

las ] how chop-fall'n now ? Thick miſtsand ſilence 
Reſt, like a weary cloud, upon thy breaſt 
ncealing. Ah! where is the lifted arm, 
he ſtrength of action, and the force of words, 
he well-turn'd period, and the well-tun'd voice, 
Vith all the leſſer ornaments of Phraſe ? 


1204 10 
Ah? fled for ever, as they ne er had been, 
£ | Raz'd from the book of Fame: or, more provoking 
7 Perchance ſome hackney hunger-bitten Scribbler 
1 Inſults thy memory, and blots thy tomb 
With long flat narrative, or duller rhimes, 
With heavy halting pace that drawl along; 
. Enough to rouſe a dead man into rage, 
| And warm with red reſentment the wan cheek, 


| . Hexsx. the great maſters of the Healing-art, 
't Theſe mighty mock defrauders of the Tomi, 
N Spite of their ſaleps and catholicons 

Reſign to Fate. Proud Æſeulapius ſon | 
Where are thy boaſted implements of Art, 


And all thy well-cramm'd magazines of Health He 
Nor hall nor vale, as far as ſhip could go, To h 
Nor margin of the gravel-bottom'd, brook, Vho 
_ Eſcap'd thy rifling hand :—from ſtubborn ſhrubs Ws qu 
Thou wtung'ſt their ſhy-retiring Virtues out, In th 
And vex'd them in the fire: nor fly nor inſect, Kare 


Nor writhy-ſnake, eſcap'd thy deep reſearch, uns 
But why this apparatus f why this coſt ? Pat 
i} Tell us, thou doughty keeper from the Crave, a al 
Where are thy recipes and cordials now, litt! 
i] With the long liſt of rouchers for thy cures? Wh! 
{ Alas ! thou ſpeakeſt not. The bold impoſtor ud f 
Looks not more filly, when the cheat's found outer v. 


ing 
ler 
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Nen the lank-ſided Mi/er, warſt of feloys,.. -. 
Who meanly ſtole, (diſcreditable ſhift), , 
From back, and belly too, their proper cheer,  _ 
Eas'd of a tax it irk'd the wretch to pax 
o his. n carcaſe; now lyes cheaply ſodg d, 
3y clam'rous Appetites no longer tea d, 
Nor tedious Bills of charges and repairs. 
But ah ! where are his rents, his coming · in! 
y ! now you've made the rich man poor indeed 4 
dbb of his Gods, what has he left behind? 
h] curſed luſt of Gold:; when for thy fake,  - 
he fool throws up his intꝰreſt in both Worlds : 
irſt ſtary'd in this, they dan i hat 0 cows: | 


ow ſhocking muſt. thy ſummons 0 Death 
To —— in his poſſeſſions: 2 
Vho counting on long ente of pleaſure here, 
quite unfurniſh d for that orb to come? 
n that dread moment, how. the frantic Sui 
ares round the alls of her clay tenement, 
{uns to each avenue, and ſhrieks for help, 
ut ſhrieks in vain |+How withfully ſhe looks - 
Jn all, he's leaving, now no longer her's ! 
little longer, yet a little langer; 
)h ! might the ſtay, n 
ind fit her for her paſſage, ——Mgurofal ſight! Eo 


er very eyes weep blood and every groan 
C 


tn 1 
She heaves is big with horror But the Foe, * 
Like a ſtanch murd' rer, ſteady to his purpoſe, 4 
Purſues her cloſe through every lane of Liſe, 
Nor miſſes once the track, but preſſes on; 
Till forc'd at laſt to the tremendous verge, 
At once ſhe finks toeverlaſting ruin, 


Sure 'tis a ſerious thing to die My ſoul, 
What a ſtrange moment muſt it be, when near 
Thy journey's end, thou haſt the gulf in view 
That awful gulf, no mortal e'er repaſs'd 
To tell what's doing on the other fide. 

Nature runs back, and ſhudders at the ſight, 
And every life-ſ{tring bleeds at thoughts of parting 
For part they muſt : Body and Sou/ muſt part; 
Fond couple ; link'd more cloſe than wedded pai 
This wings its way to its almighty Source, 

The Witneſs of its actions, now its Judge ; 

That drops into the dark and noiſome Grave, 
Like a diſabled pitcher of no uſe, © 


Ir Death was nothing, and nonght after death ; 
If when men dy'd, at once they ceas'd to be, 
Returning to the barren womb of Nothing, 
Whencefirſt they ſprung, then mightthe Debauch: 
Untrembling month the Heavens :—Then mig 

| the Drunkard 


421 
Reel over his full bowl, and, when tis drain d. 
un up another to the brim, and laugh | 
at the poor bugbear Death. Then might the Wreteh 
That's weary of the world, and tir'd of life, 
At once give each inquietude the ſlip, 
By ſtealing out of being when he pleas'd, 
And by what way ; whether by hemp or ſteel. 
Death's thouſand doors ſtand open. Who could force 
The ill-pleas'd gueſt to fit out his full time, 
Or blame him if he goes ?—Sure he does well, 
That helps himſelf as timely as he can, 
When able, ——But if there is an Hereaſter, 
ind that there is, Couſcience, uninfluenc'd 
And ſuffer'd to ſpeak out, tells ev'ry man ; 
Then muſt it be an awful thing to die- 
More horrid yet to die by one's own hand, _ 
Self-murder -name it not: our Iſland's ſhame t _ 
That males her the reproach of neighbouring ſtates, 
Shall Nature, ſwerving from her earlieſt diftate 
Self-preſervation, fall by her own act ? 
Forbid it Heaven Let not, upon diſguſt, - 
The ſhameleſs hand be foully crimſon'd o'er 
th; with blood of its own lord readful attempt l 
uſt reeking from ſelf· ſlaughter, in a rage 
To ruſh into the preſence of our Judge ; | 
ch, if we challeng d him to do his worſt, = | 
nd matter d not his wrath.—Unheard of tortures | 
: _. ao | 


Ty 
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Muſt be rd for ſack : theſe herd together ; I. 
The common damn'd ſhun their fociety, 72 
And 180k upon themſelves as Fiends leſs font, pe 
Our time is fix'd, and all our days are number'd ; un 
How long, how ſhort, we know not: this we know, Mul 
Duty requitts we calmly wait the fammons, 
Nor date t6 ſtir tilt Heav'n ſhall give permiſfion : 
Like Cetitries tiiat muſt Keep their deftin'd ſtand, 
And wait th' appointed hour, till they're reliev d p 
Thoſe only are the Brave that keep their ground, 
And keep it to the laſt. To run away | 
Is but a coward's trick : to ran away 


From this world's ills, that at the very worſt ad 
Will won blow o'er, thinking to mend ourſelves, Iris 
By boldly ven'tring on a world unknown, et { 
And plunging hHeadlong in the dark; tis mad; I. 5 
Noa fithzy half fo defperate as this. he 
' f h: 


Tri ns, ye Dead; will none of you, in pity 

To thoſe you left behind, difcloſe the ſecret ? 

Oh ! that ſome tourteous ghoſt would blab it out; 
What 'tis you art, and we muſt ſhortly be. 

Ne heard, chat ſbuls departed, have fomerimes I \, 
Fore warn d inen of theirdetth :—*Twas kindly done 
To knock; and give the alarm, But what meautſhe f 
This ſtinted charity Tis but lame kindneG 
That Ubes its work by halves, Why might you noi clu 


1 
rell us what 'tis fo die 2—Do the ſtrict laws. 
df your ſociety forbid your ſpeaking 
pon a point ſo nice ?—PI aſk no more: + 
zullen, like lamps in ſepulchres, your ſhine 6 
ulightens but yourſelves. Well, —tis no watter ; 
very little time will clear up all, 
ind make us learn'd as you are, and as cloſe, ' 


d; 


ow, 


Drarh's ſhafts fly thick :—Here falls the Village. 
ſwain, 

Ind there his pamper'd Lord. The cup goes 
round: 

nd who ſo artful as to put it by! 

ves, ris long ſince Death had the majority; 

et ſtrange ! the Living lay it not to Heart. 

e yonder maker of the dead man's bed, 

he Sexton, hoary-headed clirotiicle, 

fhard unmeaning face, down which ne'er ſtole 

ity gentle tear; with mattock in his hand 

igs through whole rows of Kindred and Ac- 
quaintance, 

y far his juniors. ——Scarce a ſcull's caſt 1 up, 


me paſſage of his life. Thus hand in hand 
he ſot has walk d with Death twice twenty years; 
id yet ne'er Yonker on the green laughs louder, 
u noi clubs a ſmuttier tale: When Drunkards meet, 


t well he knew its Owner, and can tell! 


— 22 1 
None ſings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 
More willing to his cup. Poor wretch! he minds not, 
That ſoon ſome truſty Brother of the trade 


Shall do for him what he has done for thouſands, | | 


& On this fide, and on that, men ſee their friend; 7 


Drop off, like leaves in autumn; yet launch out 
Into fantaſtic ſchemes, which the long Livers 

In the world's hale and undegen'rate days 
Could ſcarce haveleiſure for. Fools that we are, 
Never to think of Death and of ourſelves 

At the ſame time: as if to learn 70 dig 

Were no concern of ours.—Oh ! more than ſottilh 
For creatures of a Day in gameſome mood, 
To frolic on Eternity's dread brink 
Unapprehenſive ; when, for ought we know, 
The very firſt ſwoln ſurge ſhall ſweep us in. 
Think we, or think we not, Time hurries on 
With a reſiſtleſs unremitting ſtream ; | 
Yet treads more ſoft than e'er did midnight - thieſ 
That flides his hand under the Miſer's pillow, 
And carries off his prize. What is this World 


1 
What ? but a ſpacious burial-feld unwall'd, * 
Strew'd with Death's ſpoils, the ſpoils of animal . 
Savage and tame, and full of dead mens bones. = 

* c 


The very turf on which we tread once liv'd ; 


And we that live muſt lend our carcaſes * 


' 
- 


run eee eee 


1 2 4 

o cover our own offspring :—In their turns 
hey too muſt cover theirs ——'Tis here all meet, 
he ſhiv'ring Icelander, and ſunburnt Moor; 
Men of all climes, that never met before ; 
ind of all creeds, the Jew, the Turk, the Chriſtian, 
Here the proud Prince, and Favourite yet prouder, 
His Sov'reign's keeper, and the people's ſcourge, 
ire huddled out of ſight.— Here ly abaſh'd 
he great Negotiators of the earth, | 
are and celebrated Maſters of the balance, 
Deep read in ſtratagems, and wiles of eburts.” ' - 
(ow vain their Treaty- till. Death ſcorns to treat. 
ere the o'erlouded Save flings down his burden 
rom his gall'd ſhoulders;—and when the cruel 

Tyrant, 3 
Vith all his guards and tools of power about him, 
5 meditating new unheard-of hardſhips, | ü 
locks his ſhort arm; and quick as thought eſcapes 
Vhere Tyrants vex not, and the Weary reſt. | 
ere the warm Lover, leaving the cool ſhade, 
The teH-tale Echo, and the babbling ſtream, 
ori Time out of mind the fav'rite ſeats of Love), 
aſt by his gentle miſtreſs lays him down, _. 
nblaſted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes 
y cloſe ; unmindful of their former feuds. 
Pe lawu- robb'd Pre/ate and plain Preſbyter, 
er while that ſtood aloof, as ſhy to meet, 


not ' 


ids. 


end; 
out 


ttilh, I 


— 
= 
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The wrecks of Nations; and the ſpoils of Time, IN 
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Familiar mingle Here, like ſiſter ſtreams 

That ſome rude interpoſing rock had ſplit. N 
Here is the large · limb d Peaſant :—Here the Child WM: 
Of a ſpan long, that never ſaw the ſun, 85 


Nor preG'd the nipple, ſtrangled in Life's porch Is 
Here is the Mother, with her ſons and daughters: I. 
The barren Wife, and long-demurring Maid, * 


Whole lonely unappropriated ſweets 0 
Smil'd like yon knot of couſlips on the cliff, 10 
Not to be come at by the willing hand. Ne 
Here are the Prude ſevere, and gay Coguet, Al 


The ſober ¶ idou, and the young green Virgin, In 
Cropp'd like a roſe before tis fully blown, 
Or half its worth diſclos d. Strange medley Here ful 


Here garrulous Oli Age winds up his tale; n 
And jovial Touth, of lightſome vacant heart, Of 
Whoſe ev'ry day was made of melody, in 


 Hears,not the voice of mirth. The ſhrill-tongu'WBle 


.® Shrew, s Ble. 
Meek as the turtle -dove, forgets her chiding. But 
Here are the wiſe, the generous, and the brave; Oh 
The juſt, the good, the worthleſs, the profane, 
The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred ; 
The fool, the churl, the ſconndrel, and the me: 
The ſupple ftateſman, and the patriot:ſtern;; 


With all the lumber of fix thouſand years. 


1 


Fa 


| . 

Poor Man /—how happy once in thy #-/? fate 

When yet but warm from thy great Maker's hand, 

He ſtamp'd thee with his image, and, well pleas'd, 

Smil'd on his laſt fair work. Then all was well. 

Sound was the body, and the /ou/ ſerene; 

Like two ſweet inſtruments, ne'er out of tune, 

That play their ſeveral parts.L Nor head, nor heart, 

Oſler'd to ache: nor was there cauſe they ſhonld ; 

for all was pure within: no fell remorſe, 

Nor anxious caſtings-up of what might be, 

Alum'd his peaceful boſom. —Sammer ſeas 

Shew not more ſmooth, when kifs'd by fouthern 
winds | | | 

alt ready to expire —Scarce importun'd, 

he generous ſoil, with a luxurious hand, 

Ofler'd the various produce of the year, 

ind eviry thing molt perfect in its kind. 

lefſed ! thrice bleſſed days !—But ah! how ſhort | 

leſs'd as the pleaſing dreams of Holy Men; 

But fugitive like thoſe, and quickly gone. 

ave; Oh! ſlipp' ry ſtate of things, What ſudden turns 

me, Nhat ſtrange viciſſitudes in the firſt leaf 9 

Of man's fad hiſtory To- day moſt happy, 

ind ere to- morrow's ſun has ſet, moſt abject. 

ow ſcant the ſpace between theſe vaſt extremes! 

hus far'd it with or Sire Not long l*enjoy's: 

lis paradiſe, Scarce had the happy tenant © * = 

D 
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Of the fair ſpot due time to prove its ects; 
Or ſam them up, when ſtrait he muſt be gone, f 
Ne'er to return again. And mult he go? | 
Can nought compound for the firlt dire offence f 
Of erring man: ——Like one that is condemu'd, 
Fain would he tcifle time with idle talk, 4 
And parley with his fate. But 'tis in vain; 

Not all the laviſh odours of the place, 


Oifer'd in incenſe, can procure his pardon, | Fe 
Or mitigate his doom._—4 mighty Angel, 0 
With flaming ſword, forbids his longer ſtay, 80 
And drives the loiterer forth; nor mull he take Wo 
One laſt and farewell round.—At once he lolt Ar 
His glory, and his God.— If mortal now, 7. 


And ſorely maim'd, no wonder. — Man has firn'd. II 
Sick ot his bliſs, and bent on new adventures, 
Evil he would needs try t nor try 'd in vain, 
(Dreadful experiment! deſtructive meaſure ! 
Where the worſt thing could happen, is ſucceſs.) 
Alas! too well he ſped :—the Good he ſcorn'd 
Stalk'd off reluctant, like an Hl-us'd gholt, 

Not to return ;—or if it did, its viſits, lo 
Like thoſe of Angels, ſhort and far between: Not 
Whilit the black Demon, with his hell-ſcap'd train ii 
Admitted once into its better room, 
Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone; 
Lording it o'er the Man: who now too late 


Ar 


i 
1 
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Saw the raſh error, which he could not mend ? 


. An error fatal not to him alone, 
| But to his future ſons, his fortune's heirs, 
e Inglorious bondage ! Human nature g roans 


d, Wl Beneath a vaſſalage fo vile and cruel, 
Aud its vaſt body bleeds through ev'ry vein. 


Wuar havoc haſt thou made, foul monſter, Sir / 
Greateſt and firit of IIls.— The fruitful parent 
Of woes of all dimenſions !—But tor thee 
Sorrow had never been. —Al-noxious Thing, 
Of vileſt nature — Other forts of Evils 
Are kindly circumſcrib'd, and have their bounds, 
Tue fierce Volcano, from his burning entrails + _- 
That belches molten Stoue and globes of Fire, 
Involv'd in pitchy clouds of ſmoke and ſtench, 
Marrs the adjacent fields for ſome leagues round, 
And there it ſtops. The big-ſwoln Imundativn, 
f miſchief more diffuſive, raving loud, „ 


ut that too has its ſhore it cannot paſs. oF _ 4 
lore dreadful far than theſe ! Sn has laid waſth . 
| dot here and there a country, but a Mord. 
trainWiſpatching at a wide-extended blow * 

atire mankind ; and for their ſakes defacing 
e; hole Creation's beauty with rude hands; N 
5 laiting the foodful grain, the loaded branches, 

D 2 


aries whole tracks of country, threat'ning more} Sf 


Dre DDr a e 


if * C83 

1 | | And marking all along its way with ruin. 
Wi Accurſed Thing !—Oh ! where ſhall Fancy find Wh: 
461 A proper name to call Thee by, expreſſive | 
14 Of all thy horrors Pregnant womb of Ills ! þ 
Of temper ſo tranſcendently malign, 


That toads and ſerpents of moit deadly kind, 0 
1 Compare d to thee, are harmleſs, —Sickneſles 
* Of ev'ry ſize and ſymptom, racking pains, 10 
| And blueſt plagues, are thine.—See how the FiendſWs ; 
. Profuſely ſcatters the contagion round ! an 
| Whilſt deep-mouth'd Slaughter, bellowing at her 
heels, ; BB 


; Wades deep in blood new-ſplit ; yet for to-morrow hd 
Shapes out new work of great uncommon daring, Kt 
And inly pines till the dread blow is ſtruck, ill 


1 Bur hold, I've gone too far too much dil 
q 7 +. cover'd 
ER. rater achednefh, nd Neture's heme. Mr. 
Mere let me pauſe, and drop an honeſt tear, en 
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6 One burſt of filial duty and condolence, e 
Per all thoſe ample deſerts Death hath ſpread, u. 
* | This Chaos of mankind. _——QO great Man-eater ! d] 
1 Whole ev'ry day is Carnival, not ſated yet! at 
11 Unheard of Epicure / without a fellow! Id i 
fl The veryeſt Gluttons do not always cramz i 


Some intervals of abſtinence are ſought TY 


mene 
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o edge the appetite: Thon ſeekeſt none. 8 
lethiuks the conntleſs ſwarms thou haſt devour d, 
nd thouſands that each hour thou gobbleſt up, 
i leſs than this, might gorge thee to the full. 
t ah ! rapacious ſtiil, thou gap'ſt tor more?: 
ke one, whole days defrauded of his meals, 

n whom lank Hunger lays her {Kinny hand. 
ud whets to keeneſt eagerneis his cravinghe 

if deleaſes, maſſacres, and poiſon, 

amine, and war, were not thy Caterers. 


Bur know, that thou muſt render up thy Dead, 
id with high Iat'rett too. They are not thine ;' 
t only in thy keeping for a ſeaſon, 
ill the great promis'd day of Reltitution ; 
ſhen loud diffuſive ſound of brazen trump 
f(trong-hang'd Cherub, ſhall alarm thy Captives, 
d rouſe the long, long {leepers into hn 
ay-light, and liberty..—— . 5 
| en muſt thy gates fly open, and reveal 
e mines that lay long forming under ground, 

ad, ¶ their dark cells immur'd ; but now full ripe, . 
ter! Wd pure as ſilver from the crucible, 
at twice has ſtood the torture of the fire 
d inquiſition of the forge. We know 2 

illuſtrious Deliverer of mankind, 
is SON OF Gop, thee foil d.— Him i in thy pow's 7 


- * 
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Twice twenty days he ſojourn'd here on earth, 


- Diſabled quite, and Jaded with purſuing, 
Nor are his friends ſhut out: As ſome great Prin 
| But for his train. It was his Royal will, 


That where he is, there ſhould his followers be, 
Death only lyes between. A gloomy path! 
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191 
Thou eouldſt not hold :—ſelf-vigorous he roſe, 
And ſhaking off thy fetters, ſoon retook 
Thofe ſpoils his voluntary yielding lent: 
(Sure pledge of our releaſement frem thy thrall 


And ſhew* d himſelf alive to choſen Witneſſes, 
By proofs ſo ſtrong, that the moſt Now aſſenting MW 
Had not a ſcruple left.— This having done, 

He mounted up to heav'n.—Methinks I ſee him 
Climb the aerial heights, and glide along 
Athwart the ſevering clouds : but the faint eye, 
Flung backwards in the chace, ſoon drops its hol 


Heaven's portals wide expand to let him in ; 


Not for himſelf alone procures admiſſion, 


Made yet more-gloomy by our coward fears : 
But nor untrod, nor tedious : the fatigue 
Will fon go off. Beſide, there's no by-road 
To bliſs.— Then, why, like i!1-condition'd child 
Start we at tranſient hardſhips in the way = 


That leads to purer air, and ſofter ſkies, „ 


And a ne'er-ſetting ſun! Fools that we are | Ws" 
We wiſh to be, where ſweets unwith'ring bloom 


3 ] 
t rait our wiſh revoke, and will not go- 
have I 1een, upon a ſummer's ev'n, 
it by the riv'let's brink, a Youngſter play : 
w wiſthfully he looks to ſtem the tide ! ' 
is moment reſolate, next anreſolv'd : | 
jaſt he dips his foot; but as he dips, 
; fears redouble, and he runs away 
om th' inoffenſive ſtream, unmindful now 
him all the flow'rs that paint the further bank, 

d ſmil'd fo ſweet of late, Thrice welcome 
t eve, Death ! ws 
ts hel after many a painful bleeding ſtep 
ducts us to our home, and lands us ſafe 
the long-wiſh'd for ſhore.—Prodigious change! 
1 Prind$" bane turn'd to a bleſſing !—Death, diſarm'd, 
cs his felneſs quite.—— All thanks to him 
o ſcourg'd the venom out. Sure the laft end 
the good man is Peace — How calm his Exit! 
rht-dews fall not more gently to the ground, 
r weary worn-out winds expire ſo ſoft. 
old him in the evening+-tide of Life, 
fe well ſpent, whoſe early care it was 
nper years ſhould not upbraid his green : 
unperceiv'd degrees he wears away; 
like the ſun, ſeems larger at his ſetting, 
gh in his faith and hopes,) look how he reaches 
' * r the prize in view ! anch like a bird 8 


rr 


* 
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7 13 That's hamper'd, ſtruggles hard to get away: 
| 71 Whilſt the glad gates of fight are wide expands 
| To let new glories in, the firſt fair fruits 
Oe the falt«coming barvelt.—Ther /—ob then! 
iY Each earth-born joy grows vile, er diſappears, 
1 Shrunk to a thing of nought.— Oh! how he lon 
14 To have his paliport lign'd, and be dilimiſs'd | 
"Tis done! and now he's happy — The glad 5 
Has not a with uncrown'd.—tv'n the lag F405 
Reſis too in Hope of meeting once again 
Its better hal;, never to under more. 
Nor thall it hope in vain : The time draws 
When not a ſingle ipot ot burial earth, 
Whether on Land, or in the ſpacious Sea, 
But mult give back its long · committed duſt 
Inviolate :—and ftaithtully ſhall theſe 
Make up the full account; not the leaſt atom 
Embezzl'd, or miſlaid, of the whole tale. 
1 Each Sou thall have a Body ready furnith'd; 
N And each ſhall have his on. Hence, ye prof 
Hy. Aſk not, how this can be ?—Sure tne ſane po 
1's That rear'd the piece at tirit, and took it dow! 
1 Can re · aſſemble the loote ſcatter d parts, 
| vi And put them as they were. —Almighty God 
142 Has done much more; nor is his arm impair d 
— 14 Through length of days: and what he can he 
4 His Faithfulneſb {tands bound to tee it done, 


of 

Vhen the dread trumpet ſounds, the Aumb'ring 
duſt, 

(Not unattentive to the call), ſhall wake: 

aud ev'ry joint poſſeſs its proper place, 

Vith a new elegance of form, unknown W 

o its firſt ſtate. Nor ſhall the conſcious Soul 

liſtake its partner, but amidſt the Croud 

dingling its other half, into its arms 

hall ruſh with all th' impatience of a man 

That's new come home, who, having long been 
abſent, 

Vith haſte runs over ev'ry different room, 


* n pain to fee the whole. Thrice happy meeting 
or Time, nor Death, ſhall ever part them more. 
* is but a night, a long and moonleſs night; 
| Ve make the Grave our bed, and then are gone, 
5 | 


Tuvs, at the ſhut of ev'n, the weary Bird 
eaves the wide air, and in ſome lonely brake 
ow'rs down, and dozes till the dawn of day, 


hen claps his well-fledg'd wings, and bears away 
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WRITTEN IN 4 
COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 
By Ma GRAY. 


HE curfew tolls the knell of parting day ; 
The lowing herd wind ſlowly o'er the lea 
he plowman hon ward plods his weary way, 
ind leaves the worid to darkneſs and to me. 


ow fades the glimmering landſcape on the ſight, 
\nd all the air a folemn ſtillneſs holds, 

ave where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 

ind drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds ; 


ave that from yonder ivy-mantled 

ſhe mopeing owl does to the moon complain 
f ſuch as, wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 

oleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. 


neath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, - '} 
here heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, : 

h in his narrow cell for ever laid, | 
he rude forefathers of the hamlet fleep. | Fi 


he breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, _ . 
he ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw · built ſheds * *.J 
e cock's ſhrill clarion, or the-echoinig horn, 5 
„ 
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Await alike th' inevitable hour : 


Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Theſe the fault, 


1-973” 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall bury, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: 
Na children run to liſp their Sire's return, 


Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 
Oft did the harveſt to their ſickle yield, 


Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke ; 


How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ftroke 


Let not Ambition'mock their uſeful toil, 


Their homely joys and deſtiny obſcure ; 
Nor Grandeur hear with a diſdainful (mile 


The ſhort and ſimple anuals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 


And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 


The paths of pory lead but to the grave. 


If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 
Where thro' the long-drawn ile and fretted raul 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praile. 


Can ftoried urn or animated buſt 

Back to its manſion call the fleeting- breath: 
Can Honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
Or Flatt'ry footh the dull cold ear of Death ? 


. | 
haps in this neglected ſpot is laid FR 
me heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire ; 

ands, that the rod of empire might have ſway d, 

r wak'd to ecſtaſy the living lyre. 


. I. tens de ee ns —— I ne - 


t Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
pke ; ch with the ſpoils of Time, did ne'er unroll ; 
1! ill Penury repreſs d their noble rage, 
ftrokeWid froze the genial current of the fon], 


ll many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene 

he dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 

l many a flow'r is born to bluſh nnſeen, 2 
id waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſert air. 


e village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
e litle tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 

me mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 

me Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


' applauſe of liſt' ning ſenates to command, 


© e threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 

bd "PW fatter plenty o'er a ſiniling land, 

alc. Wl read their hiſt'ry in a nation's eyes, 

„ Kue forbad ; nor circumferib'd alone 

4 cir growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd 7 
. ; {ale to wade thro' ſlaughter to a throne, 


| ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 
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With incenſe kindled at the Mule's flame. 


Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life 


With uncouth rhimes and ſhapeleſs ſt ulþturedeck' 


Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unletter d Mul 


reer 
. - 
. on 


CT 
The ſtrugeling panꝑs of conſcions truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride 


Far from the madding croud's ignoble ſtrife, 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to (tray 1 


They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their Way. 


vet ev'n theſe bones ud inſult ti protect, 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 


Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh. 


The place of fame and elegy ſupply: | 
And many a holy text around ſhe itrews, | 
That teach the ruſtic moraliit to die. 


For who to dumb Forgetfulneſs a prey | 
This pleaſing anggpns being e er reſign'd, 

Left the warm pretincts of the cheariul day, 
Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behiud ? 


s ond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloling eye requires ; 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
Ev'n in our Aſtes live their Wonted Fires. 


r 

r thee, who, mindful of th' unhonour'd Dead, 
| in theze lines their artleſs tale relate; 
hance, by lonely Contemplation led, 

ie kindred Spirit ſhall enquire thy fate, 


ply ſome hoary-headed Swain may ſay, 
t have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 
ruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away 
o meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


ere at the, foot of yonder nodding beech, 
nat wreaffis its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
is liſtisſa length at noon tide would he ſtretch, 
1d pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


ard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 
t'ring his wayward fancies he would rove; 
ww drooping, woeful, wan, like one forlorn, 
craz d with care, or croſs d in hopelets love. 


ie morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
| lang the heath and near his fav'rite tree; 
I, other came; nor yet beſide the rill, 

day, or up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 


ind? We next, with dirges due, in ſad array 

 thro' the church-way path we ſaw him borne, 
proach, and read (for thou eanſt read) the lay 
chit d on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn, 


The EPITAP 


? RE reſts bis head upon the lap of gert, 

A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; 
Fair Science frown'd net on bis bumble birth, 
And Melancholy mart'd him for her own, 


Large was his bounty, and his Foul ſi Fncere. 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely ſend: "4 
He gave to Mii'ry all he had, a tear,  * 
He gain'd from * n ( twas all he wid] a 


= * 


No further ſeek his merits to di iſcleſe, 


; q 3 Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
| | (There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) | 
The boſom of his Father and his 6%... 4 
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